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Satire shoiuld like a polish’d razor keen, 
Wound wth a touch that’s scarcely felt or seen.—Lapy MonTA6GueE. 


| Pasquinades and Political Caricatures are parts (though humble ones, ) of Political History. They supply information as to the person and habits, 
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ften as to the motives and objects of public men, which cannot be found elsewhere.’”’—Croxker’s New Wuic Guipe. 








EE eT 2 eee 


SATURDAY, MAY 31, 1834. (Price One Penny. 





+ 4c (LS ST OS 


Wo. 130.| 


—— ame 





et 2 


A RUFTURE IN THE CABINET. 


it is well known to all our readers that for the last twelve 





latter, and that to us is in a great measure owing to the present 
division in the Cabinet. We must be excused for indulging in 
this most undoubted chuckle over the fate of the once-lauded 
Reform Cabinet, but we really cannot pass over the tempting 
pating the downfall of the Whig Ministers. In vain did we ay * baying a _— ee 

the cause of liberality. We will do ourselves the pleasure of 


months we have been predicting a division in the cabinet, and 


that, with a spirit too truly prophetic, we have been antici- 


warl there of theit gn ; in vain did we place advice before recording a few of the jokes that have been passed off at the 
them in these pages, which are devoured by the Ministers with expense of the poor broken down Government within the last 
more avidity than is displayed by Higgins in gulping down a | few days. The principle jeu d’esprit on theedelightful occa- 
joke of his Royal Master—in vain have we sent forth the | sion is by Gloucester the Royal Wag, whose wit has shot out 
thunder of admonition and the lightning of severity, to guide upon the house of Guelph a radiance that cannot be equalled 
and illumine them in their way; our leaders, our inter) paters, by the royal line of ancestry from which it boasts its origin. 
Gloncester’s wit is gas, where a royal descent would be but as 


and our brevities have fallen as inefficient from our peft; a an 
a mere rushlight. However we must not lose ourselves in the 


afirmation from the lips of Hill, or morality from the mouth ae : “if 
of Philpotts. However, it is now onr pleasing duty to refer to wilds of rhapsody ; but must give insertion to the magnificent 
a aed ~ ’ , jeu de mot of the Duke—our protegé. It runs thus, 

our former predictions, of which the recent Ministerial resigna- Gloucester reading in the newspapers, and hearing it stated 
tions form a confirmation at once astounding and agreeable. | jy society that Ministers were going out, immediately subjoined 
We knew the Government could not long hold out against the with that ready wit for which he is so eminent, ° going out, eh? 
well its a nice morning for them, and IT hope they'll enjoy their 
walk. But stay, walk did Isay? That cannot be, for if the 
Ministers are going out, I suppose they will \still be as they 
have always been—cabbin it (Cabinet. )* RH order that we 
a ie may not detract from the effect of this magnificent joke, we 
PaInteS Gnd wer-aimed arrow that becomes Re > BRR Gi shall add nothing further to this article, We cut it short in the 


heavy artillery of public opinion aided by our active archery ; 
the ponderous cannon ball sent promiscuously forth may be 
compared to the public voice, which shakes to the very found- 


ation the stability of what it touches: but it is the sharp- 


tion, the best instrument to use in attacking an enemv I ; . : ‘ 2 
, ttacking an enemy, for it | viddie asa mark of extreme reverence for Gloucester, even as 


ve > ; Dp a 2: ~,> 4 . ‘ : r , ; © a . . 4 
can be nicely and discriminatingly employed in attacking the | jn eases of a great nerformer having acted, the curtain has been 


parts that are most assailable. It will be superfluous in us to abruptly let down in the middle of the piece, when his part 


draw the conclusion that we have supplied the place of the | has been concluded. 


Vou. IIT. W. Molineux, Printer, 13, Rolls Buildings, Fetter Lane, 
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THE INTERPRETER. 


Father and Son. 

That Knowles, junior, is a wag, his performance of Macbeth 
places beyond the remotest possibility of doubt; but that the 
author of The Hunchback inherits his waggery from his re- 
spected father, is a point we were not aware of, till we were 
enlightened by the following pithy paragraph from that face- 
tious journal, The Morning Chronicle, whose jokes ought to go 
down, even if they do not, for there is in them no want of 
gravity :— 

‘* James Knowles, Esq., father of Mr. Sheridan Knowles, has been 
engaged for some time past in compiling an English Pronouncing Dicti- 
onary, and for Which permission has been granted him to dedicate to his 
Majesty.’’ 

Old Knowles here figures as a wit of no trivial merit, though 
we must confess we do object to our own beloved Billy the 
Fourth being made the subject of merriment. We, however, 
may be over scrupulous: for our loyalty is as exuberant as the 
carbuncle at the tip of Farley’s nose, and as deep-rooted as 
What would be 
an excusable jest in the eyes of some people, is magnified by 


Grey’s fingers in the coffers of the treasury. 


our loyal optics into an enormous crime; for William the 
Fourth has the fourfold claim upon us of King, Friend, Father, 
and Contributor. The worthy Mr. Knowles has, therefore, 
been wrong, in our estimation, in quizzing his Majesty’s pro- 
nunciation by dedicating a dictionary to the enlightened Mo- 
narch, who surely has a right “ to do what he likes with his 
own,” and if he wishes to murder the King’s English, it is, as 
he (Heaven bless him!) would say in his own style, “jist no- 
think to nobody.” We are quite certain that when Mr. 
Knowles, senior, sees this gentlemanly and temperate remon- 
strance against his disrespectful behaviour towards that light 
of the age—the Sailor King, the idol of the world in general, 
but of Wapping in particular—then, we say, he will wash 
away the offensive dedication from his otherwise useful volume, 
in a gushing torrent of the salt and savoury tears of penitent 
sensibility. 


GLOUCESTERIANA, NO, 77. 


ee 


The other morning the Duke went out with a procession of 

which the following is a description :— 
THE NURSE supported by two crutches, 
Charity Children four abreast, 
A crowd of Cabmen. 
Higgins and a tribe of baked tatur boys. 
The Duke arm in arm with Elphick. 
Another treop of Charity Children. 

In this interesting gang did the Duke form a principal fea- 
ture, occasionally stopping to indulge at the various beer shops 
At length the elegant 
cavalcade came toa bill of Covent Garden, and the Duke 


which he passed in his pilgrimage. 


having given the word to halt, he suggested a philosophical 
inquiry into the document before them. It appears to me,” 
said the Duke with a look of learning that almost overpowered 
the assembled crowd. ‘It appears to me that we may learn 
something from this bill,’’ and he then read as follows :—** Mr. 


Macready will play King Lear on Monday according to the 
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original text of Shakspeare.” After audibly repeating the an- 
nouncement for nearly forty successive times, the Duke in his 
capacity of Chancellor of the University of Cambridge, coolly 
and deliberately demanded in an impressive tone what the 
deuce could be meant by it. “I think,” he ciied, *‘ we may 
deduce a classic fact from this bill,” and Higgins instantly pre- 
pared to take notes by mixing up an adjacent puddle with the 
neighbouring mud to constitute iak, while for a pen he in- 
geniously split up and prepared the end of his walking stick. 
‘* Now,” continued Gloucester, “if seems that Mr. Macready 
is going to play Lear according to the original tert of Shaks- 
peare, from which we find that feat was the hand in which the 
bard of Avon wrote all his manuscripts.” ‘This classic an- 
nouncement was received with enthusiasm by the bystanders, a 
feeling that was much enhanced by the following rejoinder of 
EI phick :—* Yes,” cried the dealer in filthy gin, ‘* he wrote in 
text of course, for every one knows that Shakspeare was no 
small hand at it.” Higgins rolled himself on the pavement as 
a mark of extreme humility. 


ee - - - -_ —— 


A LETTER FROM HIGGINS. 





Gloucester House, 
May 28th, 1834. 
My dear Figaro, 

Having been an eye-witness to a scene at the Palace which 
has wounded my feelings very much, I write to you a faithful 
account of the whole transaction, knowing that it wiil in that 
way get to the whole uation of revenging myself on the King, 
who has been casting a slur on my royal patron’s character in 
the following manner :— 

His Majesty was, on Monday, according to daily custom, 
examining the plate, &c., tosee that it was all safe; but coming 
at last to the spoons belonging to the royal family, found ther: 
was one short of what he had reckoned in his list. Getting 
then into a tremendous passion at the idea of the fearful loss, 
he kicked a servant who was standing by, out of the kitchen 
window, and me up three flights of stairs, commanding me to 
bring down a paper which I should find oa the table. When 
[ had brought it down, on coolly looking over the different 
items, he discovered that all this confusion arose from his 
having (by a great mistake?) set down the Duke of Glouceter 
as being a royal spoon. 

As you may guess, it is with feelings of indignation at the 
insult, that I send you this, which, if you will be so indulgent 
as to admit, will in part satisfy my revengeful master. 

I am, Sir, 
The Duke’s protege, 
HIGGINS. 
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BREVITIES. 
‘‘ Brevity is the soul of wit. ’—Shakspeare. 


Unity is strength. 
If example be better than precept, the present relative posi- 
tion of the Ministers must have the effect of promoting mate- 


rially the dissolution of the Unions. 
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4A Smasher. 

Coining has become a sin among people of consideration, at 
least if we are to judge from the gout among great politicians for 
making sovereigns. The result of an indulgence in this illicit 
proceeding is, that there are already very many Jase sovereigns 
abroad. ‘The people over whom they are set, cannot do better 
than pass them off as speedily as possible, so that we in this 
case recommend the propriety of smashing. 

At a stand still. 

The Ministry, it has been said for a very long time, never 
can by any possibility stand. At all events it has now a better 
prospect than ever of standing, for it is quite impossible that 
it can any longer go on. 

Brigram. 
Why poetry can never sell 
I think that I the cause can tell, 
(My reasun can’t be fenced with): 
‘Tis this—that poetry is now 
A drug, and ’tis a rule, [ trow, 
Drugs are to be dispensed with. 
Classical Advice. 

Lyndhurst got talking the other day to his eldest son about his 

education, and the youth underwent strictly critical examination 


as to his classical proficiency. Among other boasted achieve- 


ments the boy exclaimed, *‘ Oh, papa, I can decline Jonus.” 


‘“What’s that, my dear boy, you say about declining bonus, 
never do that, recollect and make it the rule of your life not to 
do so; for it is by never declining a bonus that I have ob- 
tained all the money Iam master of.” The poor child was 
made to take a note of the parental warning. 


A Royal Spooney. 

The other day the papers informed us that a servant had ab- 
sconded from Kensington Palace, taking with him some of the 
Royal Spoons. We trust the fellow has not been running 
away with our good friend the Duke of Gloucester. 


Wotes of preparation. 

The papers says it is the intention of government to disband 
the militia. ‘* Dishband the militia,’ cried Lord Farebrother 
on reading the paragraph, “ there’s sad work for the poor 
musicians, isn’t it?” Lady F. had a fainting fit brought on by 
a strong attack of benevolence. 


Epigram. 
Philosophers maintain, 
Whene’er we suffer pain, 
"Tis only through the brain. 

Thus science does reveal it : 
Then Gloucester’s Duke no doubt, 
If e’en the Russian knout, 

Were laid his back about, 
Would be certain not to feel it. 
New System of Curtailing. 

The Morning Post speaks of the intention of government to 
disband the militia. Dis-banding the militia is certainly sad 
work for the muszcians. 

A MLisnomer. 

An obscure periodical, whose name, were it mentioned here, 
the readers of the #igaro would not recognise, announces, with 
much pomp, that it is ‘* published every Saturday.” We beg 
leave to object to the expression, such a sale of about six copies 
per week cannot be said to be a publication. 
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THE MONFPOLIST. 


Bunn! your monopolist must die, 
Your system now the public rouses, 
Like hurt Mercutio to ery, 
“A plague o’both your houses !”? 


A LEG OF MUTTON AND CAPER SAUCE. 


To praise enough I’m at a loss 

A fine sheep’s leg and caper sauce! 
But Taglioni, when, like vapours, 
She floats on air, (so say the papers,) 
I’ve then a treat of lez and capers! 
And would prefer, as I’m a glutton, 


That /amb’s two legs to four of mutten. 


GEMS OF THE EAST. 





Michael Scales is about to start a periodical at Hampstead, 
to be called the Rural Register, or Camden Town Chronicle. 
It is to be eight times the size of the Morning Chronicle, and is 
to be sold for one halfpenny. Mr. Catnach, of Seven Dials, 
has been appointed Editor, 

Mr. Jones, the milkman at Hampstead, kissed hands on 
Thursday last, upon the occasion of his receiving the domestic 
appointments of purveyor of skim to the Cockney royal house- 
hold. ‘The paw of Majesty was remarked to be rather cleaner 
than usual, 


READERS OF “FIGARO IN 
ALL OVER THE WORLD. 


THE 


TO LONDON” 


During the last few weeks, circumstances have arisen to 
absorb so much of the time, attention, and occupation, of the 
editor of Figaro, that he has occasionally neglected his daty 
to his first and best friends, the readers of this periodical. 
With a kindness and consideration which he much values, they 
have apparently made allowances for him, for he has experienced 
not the slightest diminution in the sale of this work, a penalty 
he wonders he has net incurred, as he allows it is one he has 


merited. An excess of other and various occupations has dis- 


' tracted him too much from this work, which has frequently 


gone forth to the world full of imperfection and very late in 
publication. He has had letters of remonstrance on this subject, 
dietated in the most friendly spirit, and he has appreciated the 
interference, feeling it has been designed for his benefit. The 
object of this notice is, to declare, that in future the attention 
of the editor shall be properly given to this periodical, aud also 
that the more mechanical arrangements of the paper, the 
printing, the engraving, &c., shall be concluded upon that prin- 


ciple of perfection and punctuality which in the outset of this 
| work procured for it an extent and permanency of sale, against 


which not even recent neglect has, in the smallest degree, been 


felt to operate, 
The editor hopes the present number may not be taken asa 


specimen of his intended reform, whieh will commence next 


; : : . “pee Pt. 
week. and in the mean time he claims the indulgence of bis 


readers, which, by-the-bye, is asking lenity at the hands of the 


whole community. 
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THEATRICALS. 





At Covent Garden there has been a new farce from the pen 
of Dance, under the title of Pleasant Dreams, in which Liston 
has appeared as a member of the joint company of theatrical 
birds of passage between Drury-lane and Bow-street. The 
farce, like al] the pieces by the same author, is exceedingly 
agreeable, but it cannot restore the two patent houses to respec- 
tabilitv. Bunn’s bad management and the warm weather com- 
bined would ruin any establishment, and the ultimate destination 
of the two houses must be the dogs to all intents and purposes. 
Bunn is about to take a benefit, and will reproduce the stud of 
animated cats’-meat for the interesting occasion, Ve are told 
that he intends playing on the night in question his old part of 
the dragon in the St. George rubbish, when he will, for that 
night only, stand upon his head, throw a somerset over a mus- 
tard pot, swallow a mutton chop whole, blow his nose upon the 
butt end of an arguebus, and sing “Cherry Ripe” with his 
right leg in a private box, and his left in a coal-scuttle. These 
immensely-talented evolutions he will go through with his 
accustomed grace, and will, we trust, reap the benefit of the 
exertion of his genius. In this case we have no doubt the 
house will be sufficiently good to pay his last washing bill, and 
also put a few half-pence into his pocket by way of baked 
tatur and marble money. We really do trust the little man 
will be enabled to achieve a financial flare-up, as it is hard 
indeed for a man at his time of life to be going down in the 
world like a nursery maid down Greenwich Hill on a fair day. 
Not that Bunn had at any time far to roll, but still we do net 
like to see any thing kie :ked over, however insignificant it may 
be, and though the smash of is may resemble the knocking 
a jack-in-the-box off a stick at a fair, so far as his importance 
is concerned, Yet we shall mourn over his decline as an act of 
pity and benevolence. 

The boasted success of the double company at the Surrey 
has not been equal to what has been supposed, and in fact there 
has been any thing rather than a redundancy in the amount of 
the audiences. Esmeralda is by no means a first rate melo- 
drama, though the language taken from the novel is extremely 
powerful. Yet there is decidedly the spirit of Fitzball appa- 
rent in the construction of the piece in question., On the night 
we visited the house, it pleased Yates to be facetious in. the 
part of the Hunchback, but the greasy million, not appreciating | 
his comicality in a serious part, treated him with a few hisses | 
at once unceremonious and salubrious. Our excellent friend 
Hemmings, the hero of the ham and beef premises, was as usual 
doing the interesting as the lover, and he certainly minces his 
words with the same delicate dexterity he would employ in 
mincing the sausage meat. There is, in fact, au air of commer- 
cial confidence about every thing done by Hemmings that con- 
siderably enhances him in the estimation of an audience. There 
is a species of self-satisfaction about him that quite atones for 
any = ‘ficiency in bis acting. He seems to be saying to himself, 

‘Wel il. if I do fail as an actor, the sausage concern is going on 
Poesia A and why should I care for any thing?” This 
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would be a most sensible conclusion by which Hemmings might 
regulate his conduct. Let him give up the Berlins and white 
trowsers for the blue apron sleeves and carving knife. 

At the Victoria the honses have not been particularly good, 
and, in fact, altogether there has been a re-action in theatrical 
affairs which has been felt by even the most flourishing and 
best managed establishments in the metropolis. We trust the 
Victoria will revive under the influence of Miss Mitford’s new 
tragedy of Charles [., which will introduce Mr, Catheart to 
the boards of this establishment. We know not why it is, but 
it seems that the authoress has always made the engagement of 
Cathcart a condition of the performance of her tragedy. He 
seems to be a sort of living mortgage on this literary property. 
and indeed Cathcart has been all along a bit of a drawback 
upon it in the market. We know nothing of the gentleman’s 
powers, but we sincerely trust he may prove an acquisition, both 
to the theatre and to the tragedy. 

At the Fitzroy, the only novelty of the week has been a 
drama called The Little Duke, written by Mr. Raymond, the 
author of Robert the Devil, principally with a view to the 
display of Miss Pettifer’s abilities. The piece is a translation 
from the French, and is an extremely pleasant bagatelle, in 
which the youthful performer above mentioned sustains the 
principal part with very considerable ability. She took her 
benefit on Monday, on which occasion the house was extremely 
well attended. There was a philanthropic flare-up at the 
Fitzroy on Tuesday lasi, in the shape of a benefit for a society 
of lovers of their species. Lflumanity cashed up to the tune of 
some sixty pounds, a result equally honourable and satisfactory. 


We have received the following ode from a correspondent :— 
MISS SHIREFF. 

Fair Shireff of all Sheriffs is the worst, 
Her acting must provoke due retribution, 

She makes us put in an appearance first, 
Then overwhelms us by execution ! 

With notes, not writs, she ev’ry heart controuls 
(And sweetly sound as notes of Dan Apollo her’s! 


What other Sheriff can arrest our souls, 
What Sherill’s ofticer bas half be r fo ‘low. rs? 


NOW READY, PRICE ONE SHILLING, 
The Revolt of the Workhouse, 
By G. A. a’Beckett. Also just published, price one shilling 
THE SON OF THE SUN, 
or, The Fate of Pha’ton, ° 
By the author of the Revolt of the Workhonse. Also just published, price one shi! ling, 
THE KING INCOG., 

By the author of The Son of the Sun, &e. And also is now ready, price one shilling, 
the celebrated farce already played upwards of SIXTY SUCC ESSIV E NIGHTS calied 
THE WANDERING MINSTREL, 

BY HENRY MAYHEW. 

These pieces are all now performing at the various provincial Theatres, and are pnb. 


t 
lished by James Miller, 14,1 a nrietta Street, Covent Garden, agent to the Dramasic 
Authors’ Society. 


They are all comprised in Miller’s Edition of the Modern Acting Drama, and mar 


be had by order of any Bookseller. 
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FINE BE AVER HATS. —E IGHTE EN SHIL LINGS. 
vi NHE Beaver nats, manufactured by the undersigned Pa. 


tentees, and sold at the above Price, will be found fully equal to those sold by 


4y 
retailers at bh wenty One Shillings. Dealers supplied: 
FRANKS & Co. 
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f 62, Redcross Stree, City 
( 140, Regent Street, West 
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